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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Heavy academies canting 

And coteries wearing soft collars, 

The elite and the slums of illusion ! 

Show me a forehead shining with a star, 
And let me hear a voice whose breath 
Has not been tempered by electric-fans, 
Nor manufactured in a squeaking doll, 
But driven by the inner whirr of forces elemental and 

alive and true, 
And I will show you such an audience 
Of common sense 
As grows in these new times 
To alter taste with honesty 
And be the human dwelling of a poet. 

Witter Bynner. 



ON FIRST OPENING THE LYRIC YEAR 

It is a certain satisfaction to overlook a cemetery, 
All the little two-yard-long mounds that vary 
So negligibly after all. I mean it brings on a mood 
Of clear proportions. I remember once how I stood 
Thinking, one summer's day, how good it must be to spend 
Some thousand years there from beginning to the end, 
There on the cool hillside. But with that feeling grew 
the dread 
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Notes 

That I too would have to be like all the other dead. 
That unpleasant sense which one has when one smothers, 
Unhappy to leave so much behind merely to resemble 

others. 
It's good no doubt to lie socially well ordered when one 

has so long to lie, 
But for myself somehow this does not satisfy. 

W. C. W. 

NOTES 

Mr. Rabindra Nath Tagore, poet and musician, was 
born in Calcutta in 1861. His first work of importance, an 
opera written at eighteen, was followed by plays, stories, 
novels and poems, culminating in the Gitanjali or Song 
Offerings, six lyrics from which, in Poetry last December, 
introduced this great Bengal poet to American readers. 

A year ago Mr. Tagore left India, and after a few 
months in England, came to this country last autumn for 
a half-year's sojourn. Much of this time he has spent 
in translating his poems, his knowledge of English being 
sensitive and profound. Also he has written directly in 
our language a series of lectures on the religion of 
India, and given them at the Universities of Harvard, 
Chicago, Illinois, Wisconsin, and elsewhere. 

Mr. Tagore's lyrics are sung throughout Bengal by 
the people, and many of them form part of the simple 
ritual of the Brahma Somaj church, of which Maharshi 
(Saint) Devendra Nath Tagore, father of the poet, was a 
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